Gust awe Flaubert Letters

pear after About's. I think that the artist ought to live ac-
cording to his nature as much as possible. To him who loves
struggle, warfare; to him who loves women, love; to an old
fellow like me who loves nature, travel and flowers, rocks, fine
landscapes, children also, the family, all that stirs the emotions,
that combats moral anemia.

I think that art always needs a palette overflowing with soft
or striking colors according to the subject of the picture; the
artist is an instrument on which everything ought to play
before he plays on others; but all that is perhaps not applicable
to a mind like yours which has acquired much and now has
only to digest. I shall insist on one point only, that the phys-
ical being is necessary to the moral being and that I fear
for you some day a deterioration of health which will force
you to suspend your work and let it grow cold.

Well, you are coming to Paris the beginning of January
and we shall see each other; for I shall not go until after the
New Year. My children have made me promise to spend that
day with them, and I could not resist, in spite of the great
necessity of moving. They are so sweet! Maurice has aa
Inexhaustible gaiety and invention. He has made for his ma-
rionette theatre, marvelous scenery, properties, and machinery
and the plays which they give in that ravishing box are incred-
ibly fantastic.

The last one was called 1870. One sees in it, Isidore with
Antonelli commanding the brigands of Calabria, trying to re-
gain his throne and to re-establish the papacy. Everything is
in the future; at the end the widow Euphemia marries the Grand
Turk, the only remaining sovereign. It is true that he is a
former democrat and is recognized as none other than the great
tumbler Coquenbois when unmasked. These plays last till two
o'clock in the morning and we are crazy on coming out of them.
We sup till five o'clock. There is a performance twice a week,
and the rest of the time they make the properties, and the play
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